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EMMA, A suppose so.
SARAH [coming down, putting the tea-pot in EMMA'S hands}. Well,
theer's tea-pot*
EMMA [meets SARAH K. C., examining tea-pot]. It's beautiful.
Beautiful, it is, Mrs Ormetod.
SARAH, Aye, it's a bit o' real china is that.   Tha'U tak* care
00% lass, won't thee ?
EMMA, A will an' all.
SARAH. Aye. A knaw it's safe wi' thee. Mebbe safer than
it would be in workus. A can't think well on yon plaice. A
goe cold all ower at thowt of it.                  [A knock at the door.
EMMA. That'll be P.irson.
SARAH [crosses L. Smoothing her hair}. Goa an' look through
window first, an' see who 'tis.
EMMA [puts tea-pot on table. Looking through window}. It's not
th' ould Parson. It's one o' them young curate chaps.
SARAH. Well, coom away from window an' sit thee down.
It won't do to seem too eager. Let un knock again if it's not
th' ould Parson.
[EMMA leaves the window and goes to R. of table.   The knock
is repeated.
[Raising her voice} Coom in so who tha art.    Door's on latch.
[Enter the REV. FRANK ALLEYNE,   He is a young curate, a
Londoner and an Oxford many by association^ training^
and taste., totally unfitted for a Lancashire curacy > in
which he is unfortunately no exception,
ALLEYNE. Good afternoon, Mrs Ormerod.
SARAH. Good day to thee.
ALLEYNE. Pm sorry to say Mr Blundell has had to go to a
missionary meeting, but he asked me to come and see you in
his stead.
SARAH. Tha's welcoom, lad.   Sit thee down.
[Emma comes below table L. Dusts a cbair L. of table,
which doesn't need tts with her apron. ALLEYNE raises a
deprecatory hand. SARAH'S familiarity, as it seems to
him^ offends him. He looks sourly at EMMA and markedly
ignores her.
ALLEYNE. Thank you ; no, I won't sit, I cannot stay long.